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COUNTRY SPECTATOR. 
Numser XV. 


Turspay, 15 Fanuary, 1793. 


Orns Orupwia vixnras ; Kayo vn res Pees xowlov yae iol’ OAAG 
exo x) Te xalnysutve x4 Tae axcrala, EPicr, 


Doft thou afpire to the honours of the Olympic crown ?—Who 
would not gladly obtain fo glorious a prize? But confider well 
the requifites to vi€tory and the confequences of defeat. 








To THE Country SPECTATOR,» 
Sir, 


In the childhood of moft great men, 
there has generally been fomething or other, it is 
faid, which has pointed out their future greatnefs. 
Pope lifped in numbers; and Samuel ‘Fobnfon, before 
he was ten years of age, fay fome of his biographers, 
was able, by the ftrength of his own mind, to hufh 
all the doubts which had been raifed by the ingenui- 
ty of fcepticifm. I am notone of thofe, however, 
in whom there was this early appearance of genius ; 
yet I have very often folaced myfelf with the thought, 
that the firft bloffoms of the [pring are the moft fre- 
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quently blighted, and that the fruits, which are the 
longeft in ripening, are, in general, of the higheft 
flavour. 


My father was a man, who had enriched himfelf 
by trade in a large town in the county of York, 
and defigned that I fhould fucceed him in a bufinefs, 
which had afforded him pleafure as well as employ- 
ment during the courfe of an active and ufeful life. 
I was taken into his counting houfe, after I had 
paffed with tolerable credit through the common 
forms of education in a grammar fchool: for fome 
time I proceeded in the ufual way ; and my father had 
great hopes that after his death, his commercial 
connections would continue to flourifh and increafe 
under the prudent management of his beloved fon. 
My days glided fmoothly and peaceably along ; and 
if there was none of the ecftafy of joy, there was, 
at leaft, nothing like difcontent or dejection. 


You remember, Sir, in the Idler, the tale of 
Llacho King of Lapland, whofe temperance and fe- 
verity of manners were overcome by his having acci- 
dentally tafted of honey. By a circumftance, that 
bears fome refemblance to this, may I date my difaf- 
ters ; for if 1 had not too greedily liftened to the 
praife, that was lavifhly beftowed upon me for the 
tecling with which] read poetry, I fhould never, I 
dare fay, have attempted to write verfe and become 
an author, but have remained fatisfied with the re- 
putation Fortune feemed to point out to me, the 
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reputation of being an extenfive and opulent mer- 
chant. 


I recolle& perfectly well (for the fenfation was 
attended with infinite pleafure) I was reading one 
evening, by the fire fide, a pathetic piece of one of 
our beft poets, to my mother and a young lady who 
was on a vifit at our houfe ; and whether it was that 
the fubject made me morethan commonly animated, 
or that Loui/u’s fentiments were in exact unifon 
with the tale of pity I had read, I cannot tell ; but 
the approbation fhe exprefled, both of my reading 


and of the poet’s writing, was fo warm and raptur- 


ous, that I from that very moment conceived a paf- 
fion for the art of poetry. Adieu to the dull and 
dry entry of goods and detailsof trafick! My me- 
ditation by day and my dream by night were hence- 
forth how to meafure out fyllables and to make 
rhymes: at length I fucceeded fo. well, as to 
write an acroftick : this I tremblingly prefented to 
Louifa, who had the good nature to approve of the 
firft elort of my Mufe. Not Alexander when he 
had over-run Perjia, nor Cafar when he. had gained 
the battle of Pharfalia; not Horace when elated with 
the praifes of Mecenas, nor Petrarch when foothed 
by the tender regard of his Laura, felt greater fatis- 
faction and felf-complacency, than I did on this 
occafion. My father perceived a change in my con- 
duct and manners with the greateft concern ; but all 
his remonftrances were loft upon me, till his foli- 
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citude had fo great an effect upon his fpirits, that I 
am afraid his life was fhortened by chagrin and 
anxiety. His death affected me for fome time: 
but an epitaph on his tomb-ftone, and an elegy in 
one of the monthly publications, difpelled my grief, 
and delivered my mind from its burthen of filial 
regret. 
























I was now mafter ofan ample fortune, and having 
totally laid afide the drudgery of commerce, I re- 
paired to the Capital. Altho’ a novice in the world, 
I had read feveral books, which are fuppofed by their 
authors, to give a thorough knowledge of life to thofe 
who have not had the opportunity of feeing it as it 
is; andI refolved within myfelf to be ever watchful 
againft the artifices of flattery. I recollected how 
often the young and unwary had been cajoled and 
laughed at, and I determined that their fate fhould 
not be mine. But Adulation is perpetually varying 
itfelf; and, by my fancied fecurity, I was only eX 
pofed the more to its infinuating advances. 


I was a conftant attendant at the moft fafhionable 
places of public refort, and frequently fupplied 
jeux @’ efprit to a paper, which fome time ago made 
a confiderable noife in the higher ranks of life. I 
wrote under a feigned name, and was fuperlatively 
happy, when I found my productions began to be 
talked of and to gain fome degree ofapprobation. I 
could no longer allow myfelf to lie concealed ; but 
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tho’ I continued to ufe the fame fignature, I con- 
trived to let the Editor know, what was the real 
name of the hitherto unknown writer. The Editor, 
who knew the world much better than I did, on 
difcovering that I was a perfon of independent for- 
tune, by well-turned compliments and delicate 
praife foon brought me forward to public notice ; 
till I found myfelf placed on the pinnacle of 


glory, to which I had fo often and fo eagerly 
afpired. 


For fome time I felt that kind of fatisfaCtion, which 
all do who have attained their wifhes. I was fenfi- 
ble that I contributed fomewhat to the public enter. 
tainment ; and in the way too, which] conceived to 
be the moft honourable. My houfe foon became 
a place frequented by all the lower order of /terat?, 
and I began to be confidered not only as a poet, 
but alfo as a man of general erudition and critical 
acutenefs. 


1 was convinced, however, that the diftinction 
{fo much defired, did not afford folid fatisfaction. 
Thofe, by whom I was furrounded, tho’ they en. 
deavoured to make themfelves appear amiable, were 
yet I difcovered, actuated by mutual envy and ma- 
lignity. They were conftantly difpofed to leffen 
each other’s merit, and toaggravate whatever could 
be deemed faulty. Ihave alfo been told by all of 
them, feparately, that the reft confidered meas a 
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mere pretender to learning without knowledge, and 
a verfifier without ftrength of intellect to forma 
poct. I have been convinced again and again, that 
thofe who cultivated my friendfhip the moft afflidu- 
oufly, did it only for their own convenience, and 
that the moment I fhould have it in my power no 
longer to reward them for their praife, I fhould no 
longer receive it. But I had advanced {fo far, that 


I had it not in my power to recede. I had laid 
afide the bufinefs of life, or rather I had converted 
its amufement into its conftant occupation; till I 
found myfelf juft as unable to live without the flat- 
tery I had hourly received, as the epicure would be 
to live without high-feafoned difhes, the gamefter 
without dice, or the fine lady without the midnight 
rout or mafquerade. Iwas never happy but when 
the praife of my own performances founded in my 
ears; and I think I need hardly teli you, that nothing 
gave me keener anguifh than applaufe beftowed on 
cotemporary authors. Even the mofl celebrated of 
thofe poets, on whom the unanimous fuffrage of 
mankind has beftowed the reward of well-earned 
fame, have at times excited in me, by the bare 
mention of their names, emotions which I ought not 
to wifh even an enemy to experience. 


The confeffion I have made will fully fatisfy you 
that I was far from happinefs, when I had gained the 
fummit of my ambition : what do you fuppofe then 
were my feelings, when I found myfelf finking in 
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the efteem of the public, and deferted by all thofe, 
who had contributed to undo me by their inordinate 
praife? No fooner did my circumftances decline, 
which was an inevitable confequence of living fo 
far beyond my income, and neglecting, or rather dee 
fpifing, every prudential concern, than this troop of 
« fummer friends’ hafted away, and fled to pa- 
tronage more powerful than | was able longer to af- 
ford. I was now obliged to attempt turning my 
poetical talents to profit. I ventured to afk the 
Editor of the paper I have mentioned, to make me 
fomé little return for what 1 fhould fupply him 
with: whether I was deprefled by adverfity, or J 
had never had the fire of invention, I know not ; 
but he anfwered my requeft with this mortifying re. 
mark, ‘¢ that he had obferved for fome time my tas 
« Jents were on the decline, and the public were 
« become fo indifferent to my poetry, that he muff 
« beg, 1 would no longer write for his journal. 


I afterwards tried by various methods to {upport 
myfelf; by tranflation, by writing for the {tage, 
by affifting in the compilation of works of learning ; 
but the mediocrity of my genius prevented me from 
gaining fuch reputation, as can compenfate the lofs 
of eafe and affluence ; and the anxiety attending that 


courfe of life was fo great, that at laft I refolved to 
give it up, and retire with the wreck of my fortune 
into the country, where | might live ina poor, bur 
virtugus, independence. 
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I could make many remarks on the errors of my 
conduct, but I will leave fuch obfervations to be 
made by thofe, who fhall read this narrative. I with 
you, Mr. Speéfator, the greateft fuccefs in your un. 
dertaking, being affured that you were led to it by 
a defire of being ferviceable to mankind: but I can. 
not help cautioning thofe, who may be tempted to 
fupply you with an eflay and who, like myfelf, were 
not originally deftined to literary purfuits, not to 
liften to the whifperings of vanity, or to fancy, that 
they are therefore qualified to become profeffed au- 
thors ; fince of the number of thofe, who make the at- 
tempt, the fuccefsful are very few. 

J am, Sir, Yours, &c. 
Micro-poietes» 
Yorkfeire, Dec. 28, 1792+ : 
Y. 


To Correfpondents. 


The Editor of this Paper is forry that H. H. cannot appear quite 
fo early, as he was given to expe in the note addreffed to him. 


The C, S. begs leave to thank Micro-pozeres for his firt 
contribution ; which, it is hoped, will not be his laf, 


